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“For as the lightning comes from the east and shines as far as the west, 


so will be the coming of the Son of Man...” 


Matthew 24:27 





El] Santuario de Chimay6, New Mexico 
Prologue 


The idea for this story came during a fishing trip with my brother Dave in northern 
New Mexico. The initial plot was whimsically refined as we drove from San Juan to 
Chama then to Taos and stopped at Chimayo. As we arrived in Santé Fe the overall 
structure of the story was fleshed out with the help of my brother’s memory of 
events that spanned his lifetime. As these memories unfolded I filed them away 
until we returned to my home in Phoenix where | began to write the story. It wasn’t 


long before I had more well-defined plot lines in mind and began the process of 
research and study in the history and archaeology of the high plain altiplano region 
of the Andes. This arid plain is over 12,000 feet above sea level and covers an 
enormous amount of land. Lake Titicaca and La Paz in Bolivia are in the northern 
region of the altiplano and not far from them is the pre-Inca site of Tiwanaku which 
looms large in the story due to its role in pre-Columbian history. Machu Picchu is 
about 350 miles northwest of Tiwanaku in Peru and also figures in the tale. But as I 
delved deeper into the history of the region and its ancient peoples and their culture 
and religious practices I was stunned by the correlation of my fantasized plot lines 
with events that had actually occurred - both in my brother’s life and in the ancient 
peoples of Tiwanaku - the Aymara’s. Then my amazement turned to concern. The 
further I went the more real the story became and the more I realized the danger my 
brother was in. This morning I emailed my brother with what we must do... 


Chapter 1 

I am sitting by my brother’s hospital bed, sorting out what happened. 

It is now about 2 o'clock in the morning and I am still trying to get my bearings. 

My sister-in-law, Susan, called me shortly after midnight from Virginia in a panic - 
she had been called by the local sheriff in Chimayo when they found her number in 
Dave’s wallet, singed but still readable. 


The wallet was still hot when they pulled it out of Dave’s smoking pants. 


He has third and fourth-degree burns over most of his upper torso and if he were 
awake he would be in unimaginable pain. 


The doctors have him in an induced coma but their consensus is that he will survive, 
not easily, but with skin grafts and numerous operations in a specialty burn unit he 


should recover enough to live a normal life. 


That is, if he can get over the psychological trauma he has been put through in the 
last several months. 


And what about me? 
I am just glad this crazy ride is finally over. 


And terribly sorry for Dave and just starting to process my grief over the violent 
death of Father O’Riley. 


‘Buy the ticket - take the ride’ they say and I did that - but I had no idea it would be 
the roller-coaster we rode to South America and back to New Mexico with a 
damned, literally damned, sandstone pot. 


I wasn’t there when the lightning struck the old church at Chimayo. I was in the 
hotel room trying to get some sleep despite the wind and rain punctuated by 
thunder and lightning. 


The Santuario de Nuestro Sefior de Esquipulas is the 200 year old church now 
known as El Santuario de Chimayé6, 25 miles north of Santa Fe, New Mexico and a 
popular destination for visitors and the pious. 


Pilgrims trek there for the therapeutic value of the sacred dirt in the church and the 
entire compound is a beautiful example of Southwestern Spanish mission 
architecture built by the Church in 1816. 


My brother Dave and his friend Father O’Riley were there with the ancient pot from 
the Bolivian altiplano to perform an exorcism-like rite - on the pot and on the fourth 
weekend of July when the feast of Saint James the Great - Santiago - is held. 


I ran as fast as I could to the church and got through the police tape by explaining 
my brother had been hurt in the fire and that Father O’Riley was a friend. 


The altar was drenched in water from the firefighters and smoking embers from the 
structure were scattered around the sanctuary but I could find no trace of the pot. 


Anywhere. 


I scoured the entire church for over an hour and have convinced myself the damned 
thing is now gone forever. 


And I do thank God that it is over. 


Dave was nearly killed when the lightning bolt entered the old church and blew the 
altar to pieces, killing Father O’Riley and knocking Dave across the bare stone floor. 
He slammed into the adjacent small room where the holy dirt of the old church is 
exposed for healing pilgrims. 


For a Protestant like me this entire ordeal was an introduction to the Roman 
Catholic faith of my brother and his wife, Susan. And with that a total immersion 
into the antiquities of ancient native Indian tribes and their religious practices in 
South America. 


They call this the ‘pre-Columbian’ era prior to the arrival of Christopher Columbus 
in the New World. In my case that would be in the high country of Bolivia, and to be 
more precise, the ruins of Tiahuanaco near La Paz on the shore of Lake Titicaca. 


But my introduction to the sequence of events that ended in a fatal flash of light and 
heat in a two hundred year old Spanish Mission Church in New Mexico began 
several years earlier on a fishing trip with Dave. 


Chapter 2 


When I retired from the corporate world and started my new life I began to fly fish 
for trout. For those who know what it’s like to take up golf in mid-life the 
experience is pretty much the same - you know what you ought to do but have a 
devil of a time making your body do it. And you spend a fortune on clothes and 
equipment proving that you, too, will never break 100. 


Although my father - an excellent fly fisherman all his life - had tried to teach me 
the rudiments of casting while I was in college I was essentially a lost cause. To 
keep us both from losing our patience I shelved my interest in the sport for decades. 


The river did not run through it for me back then but Dave, my older brother by 5 
years, had been fly fishing since he was a youngster - Dad taught him well and he 
kept up with it throughout his corporate career. Now he had well over 50 years of 
experience and was an expert in casting, presentation and fly-tying. 


So now I had both the time and money to pursue fly fishing and it quickly became 
my passion. I splurged on gear and equipment from Orvis, Simms and other 
companies and was soon outfitted for any and all waters holding trout. 


I eventually got so tied up in fly fishing that I learned to make bamboo fly rods for 
friends and family. 


It wasn’t long before Dave and I were discussing a trip to fish the Madison and 
Firehole Rivers in Yellowstone National Park. We made plans to spend 10 days at 
the Montana Slide Lodge on the Madison River near the West Yellowstone entrance 
to the Park. 


During our trip we fished the Gallatin River one afternoon and the weather 
threatened rain and thunder with lightning. 


Dave said, “If we hear even faint thunder we need to get off the water and into the 
Jeep as soon as possible!” 


Now I am an electrical engineer and had just spent an entire career around 
electricity of all types and sizes and had a healthy respect for lightning but the tone 
of Dave’s voice piqued my curiosity. 


As we drove back from the river to the lodge I asked Dave why he was so sensitive 
to lightning - evidently more than a normal healthy respect. 


So Dave began to tell me about his experiences with lightning which would take us 
both to South America and New Mexico and eventually end with his near-death 
experience in the old mission church in Chimayo. 


Chapter 3 


Roy Sullivan isn’t a household name - unless you live in the Shenandoah Valley 
region of Virginia. Then you would know him as a Ranger in the US National Park 
Service in the Shenandoah National Park who was struck by lightning on seven 
different occasions during his lengthy career. And that is a genuine Guinness World 
Record - you can look it up. 


Roy got hit so often he began to think he was being chased by clouds with thunder 
and lightning and even got to the point he carried a can of water with him so if his 
hair caught fire by a lightning strike he could put it out - which happened at least 
three times. 


I had read about Roy many years ago after he had been hit just three times and had 
no reason to bring him to mind until my brother began to recount his experiences 
with lightning. 


Dave explained how recently he and a friend were on a lake in the Adirondack’s 
fishing on a lovely sunny afternoon when out of the clear blue sky a bolt of lighting 
came down and crashed into the water 30 feet away from their boat. 


The lighting bolt out of the blue careened off the water and skittered across the lake 
away from their boat and smashed into the shoreline. 


They were miraculously preserved from certain death by the angle at which the bolt 
hit the water causing it to flash sideways to shore rather than enter the water in a 
vertical strike. Had it come straight down in the water the electrical field intensity 
of the bolt would surely have been severe enough to kill them outright. 


I know that because I did electric field mapping during my electromagnetics classes 
in electrical engineering at The Ohio State University many years ago. 


Just a few weeks ago as I write this a small herd of 19 cattle were all simultaneously 
killed by a lightning strike that hit a tree they were near in Texas. And that 
happened not long after 323 reindeer were killed in southern Norway by a single 
lighting strike where they were huddled. 


No, you don’t have to be hit directly to be killed by lighting - just close enough will 
do it. 


But then over the course of the next few years Dave began to tell me about more 
lightning occurrences in his life - there was the time when he and a friend were 
driving out west to Colorado and their car took a direct hit near the Kansas border. 
The car stopped dead but after a while they were able to start it again and drive off. 


And then there was the airline flight he was on when the airplane was struck with 
lighting. 


Or the time a lighting bolt screamed out of the sky when he lived in Alabama and hit 
the road just above his house, became a ball of lighting and rolled down the street in 
front of his house and exploded into a tree across from his home. 


And the time lighting destroyed a building he was working on as the plant manager 
in Georgia. 


After hearing about his many near-misses with lightning I began to wonder if I had 
another Roy Sullivan character for a brother. 


And I began to wonder why this was happening to Dave. 


Roy Sullivan actually got to the point where he believed he was being pursued by 
lightning - could that be real? 


Is it possible that some people are somehow lightning targets? 


And if so, why? 


Chapter 4 


Not long ago Dave and I took a week long fishing trip to northern New Mexico. We 
fished the San Juan River below Navajo Dam for the big rainbows that line up behind 
your waders waiting for you to kick up food morsels from the river bottom, then we 
moved on to Chama and fished the Rio Chama for browns. 


When we stopped in a Taos coffee shop for an espresso one morning we came 
across a local fly fisherman who gave us directions to fish the beaver ponds on the 
Rio Chiquito - a mountain stream at 8,500’ above sea level in the Carson National 
Forest outside town. 


As we drove up the mountain road Dave began to tell me about Indian pottery made 
in New Mexico by the various Indian tribes. Dave and Susan have had a lifelong love 


of Indian culture and have quite an extensive personal collection of Indian blankets, 
rugs, pottery and other artifacts they have collected all over the country. 


And not just in the United States but also Mexico where they traveled by train many 
years ago in the Sierra Madre before many of today’s tourist sites became well 
known. 


In fact, Dave and Susan had a penchant for seeing now-famous sites before they 
were ‘discovered’ and tourists and tour groups overwhelmed them. 


But as we talked Dave began to recall with special delight a trip they made in 1984 
in South America. 


Dave had been the President of a US company operation in Venezuela for years and 
they had taken the opportunity to travel in neighboring countries to enjoy the 
scenery and culture of the indigenous peoples. 


One trip in particular was precious to them and that was to Machu Picchu - before it 
became a destination for the touring world. 


They flew to Lima, Peru and then on to Cuzco where they boarded a train and made 
their way eventually up to Machu Picchu. 


When they arrived at the ruins the only people there were a groundskeeper and one 
other man. 


The accommodations at that time consisted of a few plain rooms for staying 
overnight. Dave struck up a conversation with the other man visiting there and as 
the conversation unfolded he discovered the fellow was there to trace the path of his 
father who had been on Machu Picchu many years before. 


That father was Charlton Heston who played the lead role in “The Secret of the 
Incas”, a 1954 movie filmed on the site. 


Dave and Susan had met Heston’s son who was traveling through South America 
retracing his father’s path. 


The next morning Dave woke early and walked among the ruins in the fog and mist 
and heard the tinkling of bells on a herd of llamas being shepherded through the 
ruins. 


No one else was around - Machu Picchu was as good as abandoned. 
They spent the day exploring the ancient ruins of the Incas built in the 15" century 


and abandoned after the conquistadores rampaged through South America in the 
16th century. 


They then made one of the momentous decisions of their lives and decided to 
continue their trek to Lake Titicaca and on to La Paz, Bolivia. 


Chapter 5 


Dave had heard of an ancient Indian culture who had left mysterious ruins in an 
area west of La Paz, the capital city of Bolivia. 


Tiahuanaco had been discovered by modern man - in this case the Spanish 
conquistador Pedro Cieza de Leén - in 1549. 


Like the other Spanish conquistadors of the era, Pedro was part of an army of 
mostly Europeans marching through the region accompanied by Roman Catholic 
clergy who provided the army with clerical services and instruction in reading, 
writing, theology, mathematics, Latin, Greek and other subjects. 


As they went through the region they subjugated the indigenous peoples and 
converted many to the Christian faith as they understood it. That the conversion of 
the Indians was a main concern can be seen in the words of Pedro himself, 


“Beyond these villages is Huaqui, where there were buildings 
of the Yncas, one of which is now a church, where the 
children may hear the Christian doctrine at the proper 
hours.” 


Pedro wrote the earliest history of the Peruvian peoples and included in his writings 
an account of the ruins at Tiahuanaco... 


“TIAHUANACO is not a very large village, but it is celebrated 
for the great edifices near it, which are certainly things 
worth seeing. Near the buildings there is a hill made by the 
hands of men, on great foundations of stone. Beyond this hill 
there are two stone idols, of the human shape and figure, the 
features very skillfully carved, so that they appear to have 
been done by the hand of some great master. They are so 
large that they seem like small giants, and it is clear that 
they have on a sort of clothing different from those now 
worn by the natives of these parts. They seem to have some 
ornament on their heads. Near these stone statues there is 
another building. Their antiquity and the want of letters, are 
the causes why it is not known who built such vast 
foundations, and how much time has since elapsed; for at 
present there is only a wall very well built, and which must 
have been standing for many ages. Some of the stones are 


much worn. At this part there are stones of such enormous 
size that it causes wonder to think of them, and to reflect 
how human force can have sufficed to move them to the 
place where we see them, being so large. Many of these 
stones are carved in different ways, some of them having the 
shape of the human body, which must have been their 
idols... The work is one of grandeur and magnificence, when 
well considered. For myself I fail to understand with what 
instruments or tools it can have been done; for it is very 
certain that before these great stones could be brought to 
perfection and left as we see them, the tools must have been 
much better than those now used by the Indians. It is to be 
noted, from what now appears of these edifices, that they 
were not completed, for there is nothing but these portals, 
and other stones of strange bigness which I saw, some of 
them shaped and dressed ready to be placed on the edifice, 
which was a little on one side. Here there was a great idol of 
stone, which must have been placed there to be 
worshipped... 


Another remarkable thing is, that in all this district there are 
no quarries whence the numerous stones can have been 
brought, the carrying of which must have required many 
people. I asked the natives, in presence of Juan de Varagas 
(who holds them in encomienda), whether these edifices 
were built in the time of the Yncas, and they laughed at the 
question, affirming that they were made before the Yncas 
ever reigned, but that they could not say who made them. 
They added that they had heard from their fathers that all we 
saw was done in one night. From this, and from the fact that 
they also speak of bearded men on the island of Titicaca, and 
of others who built the edifice of Vinaque, it may, perhaps, be 
inferred that, before the Yncas reigned, there was an 
intelligent race who came from some unknown part, and who 
did these things. Being few, and the natives many, they may 
all have been killed in the wars. Seeing that all these things 
are hidden from us, we may well say, Blessed be the 
invention of letters! by virtue of which the memory of events 
endures for many ages, and their fame flies through the 
universe. We are not ignorant of what we desire to know 
when we hold letters in our hands. But in this new world of 
the Indies, as they knew nothing of letters, we are in a state of 
blindness concerning many things...” ! 





1 Pedro de Cieza de Leon. The travels of Pedro de Cieza de Léon, A.D. 
1532-50, contained in the first part of his Chronicle of Peru 


Since the time of de Cieza de Leon there have been a number of attempts made to 
determine the nature and origin of these ruins. A variety of innovative explanations 
have been offered up all of which have their devotees and true believers, running 
the gamut from simple Indians with tools of their age allowing for the remarkable 
stonework found there to the more exotic imaginations of an ancient visit by aliens 
from another planet who brought their technology with them. 


The stonework is so vast and complex that some have even concluded they were the 
work of the antediluvian Nephilim of the Old Testament recorded in Genesis 6:1-8, 


“When man began to multiply on the face of the land and 
daughters were born to them, the sons of God saw that the 
daughters of man were attractive. And they took as their 
wives any they chose. Then the LORD said, “My Spirit shall 
not abide in man forever, for he is flesh: his days shall be 120 
years.” The Nephilim were on the earth in those days, and 
also afterward, when the sons of God came in to the 
daughters of man and they bore children to them. These were 
the mighty men who were of old, the men of renown. The 
LORD saw that the wickedness of man was great in the earth, 
and that every intention of the thoughts of his heart was only 
evil continually. And the LORD regretted that he had made 
man on the earth, and it grieved him to his heart. So the 
LORD said, “I will blot out man whom I have created from the 
face of the land, man and animals and creeping things and 
birds of the heavens, for I am sorry that I have made them.” 
But Noah found favor in the eyes of the LORD...” 


As old Pedro said, “Blessed be the invention of letters!” but they still don’t help us 
decipher what actually happened at Tiahuanaco. 


Most readers who have seen the movie “The Secret of the Incas” and the Indiana 
Jones series of movies by Steven Spielberg (especially “Indiana Jones and the 
Kingdom of the Crystal Skull”) will have some background in these theories. Pundits 
have observed that the plots still have a lot of life left. That may include death, too. 


But none of them deal with the very real issue of the very real spirit world of the 
pre-Inca inhabitants and their use of lightning. 


Until now. 
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Chapter 6 


Bartolomé de las Casas had a splitting headache but he refused to give up. He fought 
back the pain and continued to pray, the same prayer for forgiveness he had now 
prayed for years. 


“God forgive me for what I have done. Heavenly Father, I acted in sinful ignorance, I 
did not know or understand. I am so terribly burdened by my guilt I could end my 
life but to do that is even worse sin than what I have done. God, oh my God, please 
have mercy upon me!” 


Bartolomé’s tears streamed down his face as he collapsed on the floor, crying 
quietly. He only sought forgiveness and peace from God but he could not find it. He 
knew the teachings of the faith, that he had repented and God had given His 
forgiveness - yes! He knew that in his mind and his theology but he could not get the 
sight of the natives in irons, shackled to one another slowly climbing up the 
mountain to mine the silver out of his mind. 


Although he had grown in understanding and come to repent of the whole system 
Spain had put in place in the New World to fund their geopolitical goals, his own 
past involvement hung over him like a weight he could not lift. 


The Dominican Friar had seen the havoc wreaked in the early 16 century in the 
Indies and Central America and knew it was even now happening in the Andes at the 
hands of the Conquistadores and those of the faith who were compromised in their 
beliefs, who traded God for gold. 


Bartolomé de las Casas had participated early on in this plunder of the riches of the 
New World and the enslavement of the natives until his conscience woke and he was 
crushed under the guilt of his failure to serve God. 


His later life was devoted to helping the natives at the Spanish court by arguing on 
their behalf that they were, indeed, humans with dignity and should be treated so, 
not as slaves who could pay back their masters with their lives for bringing them the 
gospel. 


He even worked with his Jesuit brothers in the faith to enlist their help in serving 
the natives of the altiplano. 


In the late 1500’s the Jesuits made their first home in La Paz, establishing 
themselves among the Indians to protect them from falling into sin and instruct 
them in the faith. 


Father Diego Martinez was one of Bartolomé de las Casas’ Jesuit colleagues and 


shared his burden for the salvation of the lost in the altiplano. He was a hard 
working, quiet, intense man with his heart and soul on fire for the Lord, preaching 
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the Bible in the Aymara language of the inhabitants of the Tiwanaku and 
surrounding areas. 


Although Father Martinez was appreciated as an honest and diligent laborer for God 
by the Indians he was not trusted - he did not honor the gods of the mountains and 
refused to syncretize them with the truth contained in God’s word. 


Father Martinez was a modest man and his habits made him easily approachable 
despite his deep disapproval of the ancient religious practices of the Aymara. His 
teaching in the small open-sided building west of the Tiwanaku temple drew in 
young and old - his knowledge and language ability in Aymara opened doors for 
him. 


One bright young boy liked to squat near the priest and listen to his lessons on all 
manner of subjects. He was especially interested in the way in which Father Diego 
explained God - the creator and maker of all things, “and all that in them is”, as he 
said. He thought about how he had been taught since his earliest years about the 
harmony of nature and man as found in the ancient stories of the elders about 
creation starting in Lake Titicaca and Tiwanaku and he wondered how what the 
priest said could be true, too. 


And the priest kept explaining this cult of Santiago teaching which was just out of 
his grasp but most interesting. Somehow, to the boy, this man Santiago named after 
a disciple James of the Son of God was involved with lightning but he just could not 
make the connection. 


One day, he knew, he would have the courage to ask the priest to help him 
understand how they were connected. 


It bothered him - lightning, Santiago. Mountain gods and the priest’s “one true 
God”. He would hike in the mountains with his family and ponder what he heard. 


Chapter 7 


“ 


Sean Patrick O’Riley’s father considered himself to be 
the US Army” and by most accounts he probably was. 


..the luckiest son of a bitch in 


As part of the ill-fated 1st Armored Division’s tank battles that began the fight in 
World War II for the Kasserine Pass in North Africa, the senior O’Riley was caught in 
the trap sprung by the 5‘ Panzer Army on the foothills of the Atlas Mountains. 


The Germans gave up a few tanks early in the fight then withdrew to reinforced 
positions and let the Americans approach. The maneuver pulled the American tanks 
into a kill zone which ended in a bloodbath from the barrels of hidden anti-tank 
guns. 


LZ 


Among the few survivors was O’Riley, a tank gunner and 22 year old corporal from 
Newark, New Jersey. 


Seamus O’Riley had grown up in the tough neighborhoods of Newark’s South Side 
and enlisted shortly after Pearl Harbor like so many other young men of his 
generation. He was a tough young kid - athletic and kept himself fit - he took no 
prisoners when it came to defending himself in the neighborhood. 


After basic training he found his way into a Sherman tank crew and his natural 
athletic ability and team spirit made him an excellent gunner. He consistently fired 
expert on the armored division gunnery range and was eager to get into the war and 
“fight the lousy Germans” as he put it in his New Jersey accent. 


When the anti-tank shell blew the treads off his tank he was the second man out and 
narrowly missed being cut in half by a burst of MG-42 rounds that followed the 
explosion. 


Although badly burned by the ensuing fire and with a shrapnel wound in his left leg 
he was picked up in the midst of the carnage and hustled back to a field hospital 
where his life was saved. 


On the troop ship back to the States he bragged about his million dollar wound and 
the Purple Heart he received but was quietly deeply grieved over the loss of his 
crew and others in his unit. He would not talk about his experiences in North Africa 
for many years to come. 


Seamus married his high school sweetheart, Madeline, shortly after being sent home 
and within a year their first-born son Sean Patrick was born in 1944. 


Sean grew up in a loving Irish family, deeply rooted in the Catholic faith and by the 
time he was in high school he enjoyed hearing his father speak about his war 
experiences. Especially the ride to Europe on the RMS Queen Mary and the five 
month training session the 1st Armored Division held in Northern Ireland. He didn’t 
hear much about the tank battle. 


He played basketball and lacrosse on his high school teams and managed a solid B+ 
average in schoolwork. That and his parents financial situation led to a scholarship 


to Otterbein College in Westerville, Ohio in 1962. 


Otterbein was known for its collection of students from New Jersey and Sean fit in 
well, living in the same dormitory with other Jersey students. 


While playing lacrosse on an intervarsity team he came across my brother Dave who 
was also a lacrosse player and also with Irish blood. 
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Our mother’s nickname during her college years at Otterbein was “Mickey” although 
our father called her Mike for short. 


Dave and Sean became fast friends over the course of their studies at Otterbein and 
although they studied different disciplines their friendship lasted for the remainder 
of Sean’s life. Many nights were spent drinking beer up town and playing lacrosse 
on the same team. 


They double-dated with their future wives and made plans to stay in touch when 
they left school. 


After graduation in 1967 Dave married Susan Sakowski, an Otterbein student from 
Michigan and Sean married Mary Anne Haufman from Ohio by way of Bavaria - a 
clear indication the war was over for the post-war generation of O’Riley’s. 


Dave and Susan moved east and Dave began work in the engineering field while 
Sean and Mary Anne headed to Texas and the oil business. 


Three years later Sean and Mary Anne were hit head on by a drunk teenager on a 
highway outside Houston and Mary Anne was killed. 


The trauma in Sean’s life that followed took him through deep depression for a year 
and an even deeper trough of drunkenness before he returned to the Catholic 
church for help. He probed the depths of his soul and his relationship with God 
trying to understand why the love of his life had been taken from him but could not 
find answers that brought him peace. 


Sean’s parish priest, Father Halloran, was a kindly old soul and spent hours talking 
with and praying for Sean through the loss of his wife. Halloran had Sean read the 
classic book by C.S. Lewis, “A Grief Observed”, which Lewis wrote after the death of 
his own wife in 1961. Lewis put into words what Sean felt. 


In 1972 Sean made the most important decision of his life after months of deep 
thought and soul-searching prayers and became a priest in the Latin Right. He 
became known for a deep piety, a caring soul and thought carefully about becoming 
a Jesuit which he did after several years in prayerful consideration. 


His pilgrimage with the Jesuits continued over the years while his good friends Dave 
and Susan kept in touch as they moved around the country for work. 


As Father O’Riley matured in the faith his work took him eventually to New Mexico 
where he continued the work of the Jesuits which began in Santa Fe in 1867 with 
Bishop Lamy. Sean became a_ familiar and welcome face at the Immaculate 
Conception Church in Albuquerque working with the homeless, the hospitals and 
schools in the area. 
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Dave and the Father kept up their relationship through the years and O’Riley even 
took up fly fishing in northern New Mexico at Dave’s urging. Dave and Sean would 
go on fly fishing trips together and renew their friendship every few years in the tall 
pines and streams of New Mexico. 


One of Dave's favorite places to fish was in the Holy Ghost Creek in the Santé Fe 
National Forest. Although the stream was narrow and the fishing challenging it 
seemed to capture the essence of his personal spiritual journey. 


I met Sean for the first time on a fishing trip to New Mexico with Dave and I visited 
Tiahuanaco and its ancient Indian ruins with them both - he was a fine man and a 
good friend to my brother. 


Chapter 8 


The sandstone pot rolled down the slight incline away from the sacrifice being 
offered on the mountain, the screams and cries of the sacrificed dying out in the 
wind as their blood mingled with the ashes of the ritual offering. The pot held the 
ashes of the ritual elements burned prior to the ritual killing and was not missed 
with the priest’s attention on their grisly work. 


The gods of the mountain had to be satisfied in order to keep the balance of nature 
and man in harmony. 


The pot, forgotten, lodged in a rock crevice in the saddle of the mountain covered in 
ash and sandstone rubble for the next 853 years. 


Chapter 9 


Father O’Riley kneeled down on one knee, head slightly bowed, his other knee up 
and an elbow resting on it. Dave thought he must look like this when he was 
praying his rosary in the church in Albuquerque. But now the Father’s gaze was 
intensely focused on the Elk Hair Caddis dry fly floating ephemerally down the 
crease in the stream, aptly named The Holy Ghost Creek in the forest outside Santé 
Fe. 


The Brook trout rose to the surface and the fly disappeared in a swirl as the priest 
lifted the tip of his 4 weight bamboo fly rod, setting the hook gently. The forest 
overgrew the creek at this point as the water tumbled down over boulders and 
fallen logs. The creek was no more than five feet wide here and without a stealthy 
approach, almost crawling to the water’s edge, he would never see, let alone hook, 
such a fine fish. 
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The 9 inch Brookie broke the surface and made a darting run upstream for the 
logjam but the Father worked him slowly back to the main current then down 
stream to his landing net. 


Scooping the fish up in one smooth motion he turned to look at Dave who was 
sitting on a log on the upper bank above him. 


Dave smiled and snapped a picture on his iPhone, happy that his friend took such 
pleasure in his own passion. 


But most of all, Dave was thrilled to see Father O able to enjoy himself in the 
outdoors, unburdened with his heavy load of work and memories of Mary Anne. 


“Enough, Dave, let’s get back to Santé Fe before the weather sets in and we get 
blasted by that storm they predicted”. Father O’Riley did not want to be caught in 
one of New Mexico’s high country thunder and lightning spectacles. 


“You bet” thought Dave and they began breaking down their rods and stowing their 
gear in the Jeep. What was left unsaid was Dave's relief that Father O did not want 
to stick around because the clouds were thickening and Dave’s hair was beginning 
to stand up on the back of his neck. 


He knew enough to believe he couldn’t continue being so lucky with lightning near- 
misses and any time he was in New Mexico his 6" sense was in high alert. 


The drive back down to the hotel in the old district of Santé Fe was passed in Father 
O’Riley’s favorite discussion - which red wine was best with the steak served at La 
Casa Sena. 


Dave relaxed as he drove, the ominous feeling he was being stalked no longer 
occupying his mind. 


Chapter 10 


“As Chrisostomos tells it, he didn’t intend to become a shaman. He simply had no 
choice. When he was seventeen years old, sometime around 1919, he was struck by 
lightning while tending his family’s sheep out in the marshy lands under the 
mountains... He was deaf in one ear and the left side of his face was scored with 
angry scars. But more than his appearance had changed. A rayo, a lightning bolt, 
had fallen upon him. In the Aymara’s oral traditions, lightning is an animate being 
brought to life during the rainy season. They believe that lightning, like humans, 
moves about with a purpose. The lightning bolt that changed his life sought him out. 
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He had been touched by the ineffable power of the sacred, and survived - forever 
marked as an earthly receptacle and transmitter of supernatural power.”2 


As I began to research the ancient Bolivian ruins of Tiwanaku in the altiplano of 
Bolivia, I continuously came across references to the lightning cult of the Aymara 
people - the inhabitants of the area whose culture and religion have been rigorously 
studied since the time of the Spaniards colonization in the 16" century. 


The Aymara’s had no written language and their stone monuments and petroglyphs 
still keep many secrets, stretching back over a thousand years. 


The more I read about their culture and religious practices the more I began to 
realize my brother had inadvertently become part of their history. 


At least I at first thought of his involvement as inadvertent but the more | studied 
the more | realized he was drawn to the moment in Tiwanaku when he would give a 
peso to the little kid who offered him the sandstone pottery vase with the crude 
human face and indecipherable markings on its forehead. 


Chapter 11 


Paqi was still searching among the relics left at the ancient sacrificial site on the 
mountain when his mother called again, “Paqi! Come now, you little paqocha! We 
must leave before it is too dark to see down the mountain!”. 


Paqi hated it when his mama called him ‘little lama’, her term of endearment. After 
all, he was 12 years old and felt himself more of a man than a little boy. He would 
have preferred she call him puma for that is how he saw himself. Like the pumas 
chiseled in the Tiwanaku temple walls far down in the valley below Huayna Potosi, 
the mountain the ancients called Qagajaqi. 





2 “Valley of the Spirits” A Journey in to the Lost Realm of the Aymara; Alan J. Kolata, 
1996, John Wiley & Sons, Inc. 
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He wasn’t supposed to be anywhere near the sacrificial site in the first place - a 
place only to be seen by the shamans who had practiced their rituals there for a 
thousand years in these mountains, seeking a prosperous season with rain for their 
crops. Their sacrificial offerings to the gods of the mountains were offered up with a 
mixture of ancient Aymara incantations intermingled with appeals to the Holy 
Virgin and Son of God, the result of religious syncretism brought in by the Spaniards 
and the Roman Catholic faith in the 16" century. By so doing they sought to balance 
the wild forces of nature - the shaman’s task in the Andean mountains. 


Petroglyphs on the large stones around the sacred place highlighted the antiquity of 
the sacrifices offered up even though the meaning of the markings was no longer 
understood, lost in the dark tunnels of time. 


Ever since Huayna Potosi had been climbed in 1919 by a few Germans it had 
become increasingly popular as an excellent climbing destination the world over. 
Its close proximity to La Paz made it easy to access and with climbing outfitters even 
novice climbers could ascend the peak once they were acclimated to the high 
altitude. 


But now this meant the ancient, sacred sacrificial sites were being stumbled upon 
and often disturbed or looted when they were found. The local climbers and 
outfitters knew to stay clear of these sites when they saw them and were usually 
successful. 


Paqi wasn’t a climber - yet. But he had high ambitions and looked forward to the 
day when he would lead climbers up to the highest peaks. 


“Well, maybe mama was more right than she knows”, Paqi thought, since llamas 
were particularly good at climbing in the highest peaks in the area. “But I still like 
puma better’, he grumbled just as his booted toe caught the lip of a pot sticking up 
out of the ashes of the stone floor of the sacrifice basin. 
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He was ridiculously proud of his scuffed but serviceable mountain boots, tossed 
away by a rich climber from Europe who left his expensive Asolo leather boots in a 
trash can in La Paz. Paqi was a regular with the other kids who hung around the 
hostels and hotels where the rich visitors to the high plains liked to stay to sightsee 
Tiwanaku and climb Huayna Potosi. They mined the trash for castaway gear for 
useable items they could sell or use themselves. 


Paqi bent down to the pottery vase and began to wiggle it back and forth to pry it 
free. It was perfectly wedged into a rock crevice covered by sandstone and the 
ashes of past sacrifices offered to the gods of the mountain. 


Reminding himself to be very careful not to break off the lip from the bowl of the 
vase he pried beneath it with his sheath knife, courtesy of a long-gone climber, 
gently lifting it out of the ashes. 


He blew into the bowl to clean it out and was rewarded with a face full of ancient 
ash and sandstone from the saddle area. 


It was in one piece! 


This would bring a pretty price in pesos if he could manage to get it down the 
mountain and into the hands of a gringo without being caught by his mother or the 
guards who watched for illicit sales of ancient artifacts to visitors. More climbing 
gear could be bought as he dreamed of the day he would, maybe - just maybe, own 
his own outfitters store. 


He turned it over in his hands and saw a coarse human face on one side with very 
light markings scratched above the forehead then quickly wrapped the pot in his 
extra sweater and jammed it in his backpack before his mama could see what he 
was doing. 


“Pachakutiq!!” 


Oh no, Paqi thought, I am in big trouble now. Mama only calls me by my formal 
name when she is really angry and she is speaking in Quechua instead of Aymara. 
Pachakutiq means "he who overturns space and time" and Paqi received the name at 
birth in honor of the ancient 15th century Incan King, Pachakutiq Inka Yupanki. 


He began to jump from boulder to boulder as he ran down the mountain to the trail 
his mother was on._ The sky began to darken as a lone cloud formed over the 
mountain peak and the wind, always the wind, picked up. 


“Padi, if you do this one more time I will never bring you up here again,” his mama 
said as she turned to head down the trail, covering her head with the alpaca wool 
shawl she had been carrying in her backpack. Her quest for her favorite flower had 
strayed into an impromptu mountain climb to satisfy Paqi’s intense interest. She 
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was a doting mother and secretly pleased he was so interested in becoming part of 
the mountain climbing community that was springing up in La Paz. 


The cloud began to turn an angry dark purple color and for a moment she thought it 
looked like it was even following them as they hurried down the mountain. She was 
frightened by the many mountain gods and particularly terrified by Illapa, the god 
associated with lightning. 


The ancient tribal knowledge of the lightning cult of Catequil was well understood 
by everyone in the area and they were all very careful not to expose themselves to 
anything that would offend the “apu” or mountain lords who could control these 
primal forces for good or bad in the lives of the people. 


Lightning was intertwined with the sacrificial system of the ancients to the extreme 
of human sacrifice involving female infants and young adults in their rituals and 
rites. 


When the priests of the Roman Catholic church reported to Spain of these horrifying 
practices the church brought the Order of Santiago (St James) to bear on the 
situation. The Order of Santiago established in Spain was commissioned in 1655 to 
defend the belief in the Immaculate Conception of Mary. The Augustinian monks in 
the New World of the Americas were the object of the Spanish Crown’s apparent 
intention to convert the natives to Christianity and also subsume the lightning cult 
from Illapa to Santiago. James and John, of course, were the original ‘sons of 
thunder’ and that must include lightning, so the theory went. 


Syncretism was the means by which the natives could understand the new faith in 
terms they were familiar with. The unintended consequence was the meshing of 
multiple religious concepts which created an entirely new ‘faith’ replete with 
Christian concepts and terms fleshed out with native animism and worship of 
mountain gods. 


Lightning was one of the major mountain gods that needed to be brought to earth 
and controlled by the church. 


At the moment, however, Paqi and his mama were more concerned with Illapa’s 
interest in them. The cloud had turned nearly black and now it was directly over 
them. 


Kantuta pulled Paqi close to her side and forced him down the trail at a hurried 
pace. The lack of trees and any kind of cover made them vulnerable to the elements 


and lightning would have no trouble hitting them at this altitude. 


“Why did I choose this day to climb up the mountain for my flower?” she thought as 
she fought back tears and fear. 
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Kantuta, or ‘Kanti’ as her friends and husband called her, was named for a sacred 
flower of the Aymara, the national flower of Bolivia - also known as “flower of the 
Incas” and linked with Inca nobility, beauty and purity. 


At that moment, a lightning bolt shot out of the cloud, ricocheted off a boulder near 
them and spiraled down the mountain, rock chips skipping into the air. 


Deafened by the explosion and momentarily blinded by the flash as the explosion of 
thunder echoed around them, they stood in shocked silence. 


They were saved from death by the path the strike took after it hit the boulder - had 
it hit on their side they both would have been killed instantly. As it was they were 
shocked and stunned and sank to the earth, Lady Earth, in an appeal for deliverance 
from Illapa, the god of lightning. 


Chapter 12 


In 2012 an article was published in La Raz6n, a newspaper in La Paz, covering stolen 
antiquities from Tiwanaku.? The article described the theft of pots and vases and 
other items from the ancient ruins and their subsequent illegal sale to visitors. This 
has been going on for centuries and is illegal according to the laws of Bolivia which 
have for over one hundred years made this trafficking a crime. 


The United Nations Educational Scientific and Cultural Organization oversees the 
effort to protect the antiquities of member states from theft and prescribes the 
process for the return of stolen artifacts to the country of origin. 


According to this group, as long as an innocent buyer exercises “due diligence” in 
evaluating a purchase then if it is later discovered that the item was actually illegally 
offered, the “bona fide” buyer could be compensated for the value when the object is 
restored to the host country. 


On the other hand, if an object is purchased without due diligence then it is a simple 
matter of owning stolen antiquities and the purchaser may have innocently and 
unknowingly entered the dark underworld of illegal antiquities trafficking. 


Those who engage in subsistence looting even have a special title - huaquero or, in 
English, a looter. 





-“Reliquias a la venta en Tiwanaku”, La Razén / Jorge Quispe 05 de noviembre de 2012 
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Paqi did not consider himself a huaquero - he thought that title fit Zacarias the old 
guard at the museum better then him. Everyone in the area knew the guard would 
occasionally palm off an antiquity or two to help feed his family. But Paqi did not 
make his livelihood by unearthing ancient treasures and selling them to collectors, 
although he was not above taking advantage of easy money if it dropped in his lap. 
And he certainly was not “a tenured professor of archeology” even if they both 
effectively accomplished the same end - antiquities that were found in situ were 
removed, transported and displayed elsewhere at some cost. 


In his mind the pot he picked up on Huayna Potosi was one of those things that just 
came along and he took advantage of it. What really happened was far more 
involved and less random than he could have possibly understood. The pot found 
Paqi - not the other way around. And he had been born during a thunderstorm - 
which in Inca culture of olden times taught that any male child born during a 
thunderstorm was considered to be a priest of IIlapa and was considered a highly 
respected position in Incan society, even part of the priestly class... 


Kanti’s son knew from childhood that Andean wisdom teaches that certain 
apparently inert elements also have spirits. For example, monoliths were not 
sculptures made merely for aesthetic appreciation, but have powers embedded 
within. They were inhabited by ancestral spirits, and for that reason the Catholics 
exorcized and destroyed them as idolatries. Whether traditional knowledge or 
simple witchcraft, most natives still believed the old superstitions and that the 
spirits were active. Old prejudices and colonialism rule many people in the 
altiplano. 


Chapter 13 


The wind swirled around Susan’s feet as she stood looking down from the height of 
the Akapana pyramid, a stepped and terraced manmade structure overlooking the 
Tiwanaku temple. She raised a hand to cover her eyes from the bright sun and 
gazed out over the panorama that unfolded from her vantage point, marveling at 
what must have been a dramatic scene when the Aymara Indians were at the height 
of their power and priests were busily engaged in their daily ministrations. 


Dave waved from his location at the Gate of the Sun god, looking up at Susan, her 
blond hair blowing in the breeze. “Come on down and meet me over there!” 


They began to walk toward each other and met at the edge of the ruins, happy to 
have been able to walk around freely without being interfered with by official tour 
guides or staff. In fact, they were quite surprised that they had free access to the 
entire site and there was no one there to talk to. 
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They had come to an agreement with a driver in La Paz to take them to Tiwanaku 
and let them do some poking around, then return them to La Paz. The driver was 
fairly knowledgeable about the ruins but only for the most superficial explanations. 


Pagqi, however, knew the driver and had a few profitable exchanges with his clients 
in the past and this time was no different. 


As Dave and Susan walked to the western edge of the ruins together, Paqi sidled up 
next to them and introduced himself in a fractured Spanish-English greeting. 


“Buenos dias, mis amigos!” 


Susan laughed at the thought but politely replied in her fine Castillian Spanish, 
“Buenas tardes, mi pequefio amigo!” correcting his time of day with a warm smile. 


Dave took an instant liking to this kid - he had a sunny disposition and seemed like a 
friendly addition to their hike around the area. He also thought it might be 
interesting to hear what the locals thought about the ruins they lived so near. 


As they walked along the path Paqi began to explain as best he could that he spent a 
lot of time amongst the ruins in order to learn more about their ancient ancestors. 
When they got to road where their driver was waiting, Paqi popped his question to 
Dave. 


“Senor, would you like a souvenir from this area to take back with you to your 
home? I have this simple little pot I found in the mountains but it looks like it could 
be part of the old ones stuff...” 

“Hmmmm...” Dave thought about the offer Paqi was making and in the back of his 
mind he was wondering if he should take the pot. He wasn’t sure if it was genuine 
and if it was, whether there would be any issue with taking it. 


But then on the other hand, the kid said it came from the mountains and not the 
Tiwanaku ruins so even if it was genuine, it wasn’t part of the site, was it? 


Dave looked at Susan who looked back at him with a bemused smile, waiting for his 
decision. 


“OK, kid, but first - what’s your name?” 
“Paqi! Iam named after a famous Incan King - Pachakutiq Inka Yupanki!” 
Dave and Susan both laughed at his proud announcement and the obvious 


connection Paqi was making to a possible ancestral connection to Incan royalty. 
They introduced themselves formally to Pagqi, then Dave began the negotiation. 
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“Alright, Paqi, I will take the pot but all I have are a couple of Bolivian pesos - so 
here are two for you.” 


Paqi thought about the deal and dragged out his answer - he would have taken just 
one peso for the old pot but two was double his price. 


“Ok, Sefior Dave, I think it is worth much more, but | like you and your beautiful 
wife, Sefiora Susan, so two pesos and the pot is yours!” 


Susan laughed at this little charmer and they exchanged handshakes by the car. 
Dave wrapped the pot in a small blanket he bought and they said goodby to Paqi and 
left for La Paz. 


As the pot changed hands, it transferred its own charm from Padi to Dave. 


Chapter 14 


The packers came on a Monday and by Tuesday afternoon the household effects of 
Dave and Susan were packed on the moving truck and on the way to the port and a 
container ship. 


Dave had wrapped his personal office items with the same care Susan had exercised 
when she packed her precious kitchen accessories. As he wrapped the various 
items he had collected over the four years spent working in Venezuela he reflected 
on each one. This turned a rather monotonous job into a memorable review of their 
life in South America. 


Dave’s work had been very demanding and it had been hard on Susan to leave their 
home in the States and take just a small portion of their home with them to Caracas 
in a shipping container. 


But the difficulties and challenges of being an expatriated couple were more than 
compensated by the opportunities they enjoyed as they traveled around the 
continent. They became keen trekkers and amateur archaeologists and took 
advantage of their home away from home over the years. 


As Dave wrapped the pot from Tiwanaku he looked closely at the markings 
inscribed above the face. He could just barely make out what looked like an oval 
with vertical striations dropping down to what appeared to be a line signifying a 
plane. In fact, what he was looking at was a ritualistic depiction of lightning 
streaming to earth from a cloud - which was over the top of the effigy human face 
which anthropomorphized I/lapa - god of lightning of the Aymara’s. 


The pot was about 4 inches tall and he decided on a whimsy to make a simple sketch 
of the pot in case it was ever lost. 
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Dave wrote a note to himself to buy a copy of the coffee table book “TIWANKU 
Ancestors of the Incas” published by the Denver Art Museum to see if he could find a 
similar pot when he got back to the States. 


He later bought the book and searched through it as soon as he got the Amazon box 
in the mail but could find no similar piece of pottery - perhaps this one really was 
rare... 


Tightly wrapped in old newspaper and carefully placed in a cardboard box with 
other mementos the pot was packed away for shipping with their household goods. 


Dave was not yet attached to the pot - at least in the way the pot had attached itself 
to Dave. 

Chapter 15 

Container loading in the 1980s involved more manual labor than it does today. 
Riggers were in demand to make sure the container moved efficiently off the loading 


dock on to the ship. Lighter containers were positioned on the deck and clamped 
down with mechanical dogs and in some cases, wire rope. The heaviest containers 
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were carefully located in the hold and helped ballast the ship, especially under 
heavy weather and high seas. 


The household effects of Dave and Susan were in a lighter container and positioned 
along a walkway on the deck. The ordinary seamen, all of whom were Filipinos on 
the Queen of the Sea, set the dogs and clamped each container in place as the Third 
Mate checked the container number off on his steamship bill of lading. 


Three hours after the last container was hoisted aboard the ship left port for 
Houston, Texas. 


Three hundred miles later the Queen of the Sea was fighting for its life in a storm 
which the weather forecasters had missed entirely. 


The navigator and captain on the bridge were fighting to keep the ship on course 
and headed into the waves as the seas approached 30 feet breaking over the bow. 


Heavy dark clouds covered the sky and lightning strikes flashed on the horizon. 


Captain Admundsen’s career spanned 34 years sailing merchant ships all over the 
world but this storm seemed to be ina class of its own. 


“Thompson, have a mate check the containers on deck - especially the lighter ones. 
See that the wire ropes are tight, and do it quick.” 


The Second Mate acknowledged the Captain and called on the radio to Santos and 
relayed the order. 


Santos was one of the most experienced deck hands on the ship and able to handle 
himself safely even when conditions were less than ideal. 


In this case he clipped his safety harness on to the jack lines that ran along the deck 
and began checking the containers, one by one, pulling on the wire ropes as the ship 
rolled and bucked in the heavy seas. 


Waves crashed over the bow and sent spray streaming back along the main deck, 
drenching Santos. 


He worked himself up to container number CSQU305438N and grabbed the wire 
rope which was taught enough it did not need tensioning. 


As he held the rope in his gloved hand a lightning bolt blasted out of the black clouds 


overhead and crashed in to the container streaking down the wire rope knocking 
Santos on to the deck. 
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His wet rain slicker superheated by the lightning strike steamed in the rain and sea 
spray as his heart fought to defibrillate - but his body's natural pacemaker in the 
sinoatrial node was unable to re-establish a normal sinus rhythm. 


Within a minute Santos was dead. 

Buried deep within the container was the cardboard box containing the pot from 
Bolivia. 

Chapter 16 


When my brother and his wife returned to the States from South America they 
moved to Virginia where he took over the operation of a metals plant. 


They made him CEO and he enjoyed a long and profitable association with the 
private owner and in the process made both of them wealthy men. 


The little pot from Tiwanaku was placed on a bookshelf in their living room among 
other treasures they had acquired in their travels over many miles and years. 


It sat there, forgotten, but not impotent. Its latest intervention in Dave’s life would 
be the fishing trip he took to the Adirondacks and the lightning bolt from the blue 
that nearly killed him. 


Dave and Susan enjoyed their life despite the hard work and long hours and then 
Dave retired and devoted himself to fishing. He had golfed in his corporate career 
when he had to, and Susan enjoyed a round of golf with her friends - but for Dave, he 
was a hard-bitten fly fisherman and a master fly tier. 


I had retired myself by that time and although I couldn't tie a fly worth a hoot, Dave 
was more than happy to supply me with flies he tied. 


He was so good that he no longer tied the classic flies, he tied what he caught fish on 
best. I could have outfitted a fine fly shop with the fruit of his labor. 


It was this common interest in our fly fishing that brought us closer together than 
we had been before and eventually led to our fishing trip to Yellowstone National 


Park when [| heard about his lightning problem. 


And then a few years later on our trip to New Mexico I heard about his pottery fetish 
and became very interested in his pottery from Tiwanaku. 


He sent me a photo of his pot and that began the next phase of our story. 
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When I looked closely at the pictures I noticed a few scratches on the pot above the 
human-like face on the forehead. There was a single jagged line coming down that 
clearly represented a lighting bolt and a separate cloud-like formation with multiple 
lines descending downward that very much looked like cloud-to-ground lighting 
strikes you occasionally see simultaneously striking the plains east of Denver. 


The face of the pot itself was a dull representation of a person - not lifelike and had 
a queer sense about it - lifeless yet somehow foreboding. 


In fact, when I finally saw it in person, it looked downright sinister to me. 


I was intrigued by the markings on the pot and began to research in a casual way the 
antiquities of Tiwanaku and began to think there could be an association of the pot 
with lightning. I had no idea how that could be but I had a hunch and | began to 
seriously study the topic. 


What I found startled me - I started buying every book on the Tiwanaku ruins | 
could find and the more I read the more | realized the pot was indeed involved in 
the spirit world of the ancient inhabitants of Tiwanaku and the mountain gods of 
lightning and thunder. 


I became convinced we were dealing with something that had a strange power 
attached to it. 


I read Janusek’s book, “Ancient Tiwanaku”, then moved on to Kolata’s book “Valley 
of the Spirits - A Journey into the Lost Realm of the Aymara” and then read many 
papers from scholarly journals. 


But I sat bolt upright in my chair when I read Staller & Stross’ book, “Lightning in 
the Andes and Mesoamerica - Pre-Columbian, Colonial, and Contemporary 
Perspectives”. 


In their book they tell of the Aymara term Qhayqya, which can refer to ‘the 
malevolent spirit of lightning’. 


The Tiwanaku ruins are dominated by the statue of a central figure over a portal 
which is referred to as the Gateway god at the Gateway of the Sun. He was given the 
name Thunupa and believed to have the power to use lightning as part of his power 
repertoire. 


Although the Tiwanaku inhabitants predated the Incas, it appears the Incas took 
Thunupa and morphed him into their Illapa - god of lightning. 


When the Spanish came to the altiplano and the Church of Rome with them, the cult 
of Santiago became embedded in the culture - transference of Illapa with Santiago 
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was a natural evolutionary consequence of the syncretism that was enthusiastically 
embraced by the people of the altiplano with the help of the priests. 


The true Sons of Thunder might have wondered at the situation created in the arid 
plains of Bolivia some two thousand years after Christ called James and John 
“poanerges” in Aramaic. 


Chapter 17 


Paqi stood looking over the Cordillera Real - the massive Andean mountain range 
spread across Bolivia with peaks soaring over 21,000 feet above sea level. 


Climbers young and old, experienced and novices came from all over the world for 
the chance to climb in the Bolivian mountains and Paqi had become a successful 
outfitter for them all. 


He led his clients up Huayna Potosi on their three-day trek and now they were 
stunned with the view of a lifetime in the South American Andes. 


First timers always stopped and stared with their mouths open when they saw the 
sun rise over the peaks to the East. 


Down in the valley lay Lake Titicaca and across from them rose II/imani and Illampu 
bathed in the new morning sun, brilliant in the high mountain air. 


They had left camp at 1 AM after a short night and continued up the glacier, giving 
the new climbers time to adjust to their crampons and getting them set to ascend 
through the Pala Chica approach which was the most technical part of the climb. 


Although even a new climber could master Huayna Potosi, the climb through the 
Pala Chica in the dark was an experience no one could forget - steep, icy, dark, cold, 
thin air and you learned quickly the utility of the ice axe. And you made sure your 
batteries were good in your LED headlamp or you would be climbing in the dark. 


Paqi roped in to each of them and the three American climbers followed him up to 
the break where it eased out and became an easier hike on the glacier. 


Paqi’s sleep last night was tortured again with nightmares about lightning strikes in 
the mountains and what could happen if they were struck with an unanticipated 


storm. 


But he was awake and safe since they were climbing in July and the likelihood of 
lighting on the mountain was least expected in the summer months. 
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His old memory of the time he was on the mountain many years ago with his mother 
when he found the pot and the lightning nearly killed them had stayed with him - 
sometimes reappearing in his dreams in various forms - most worrisome was the 
recurrent nightmare that he was on Illampu, the mountain named for the god of 
thunder and being chased by lighting bolts. 


His one mountain climbing experience on IIlampu was made in late December when 
the rainy season was just starting and he had an unfortunate close encounter with 
another lightning storm. 


Paqi was supremely sensitive to lightning after his past experiences and told no one 
about his fear of the god of lightning. 


Even though he had given up belief in the mountain spirits and much of the lore 
associated with them when he began to follow Christ, he was still very cautious and 
watched the weather constantly. 


Father Martinez had taken an interest in teaching the younger Paqi about the 
Christian faith and Paqi’s interest in the creation epics of the Bible were especially 
intriguing for him. He was constantly comparing what he learned from the priest 
with what he had been taught by the elders of his tradition and had formed his own 
version of creation with bits of each supporting one other. 


For some reason, however, that ancient pot he had found on the mountain and sold 
to the gringo lingered just beneath his consciousness and reappeared in his dreams. 


He often thought that he may have made a grave error in bringing it down off the 
mountain. 


He did not know that the pot was to visit him again in the near future. 


Chapter 18 


After I read through the literature on Tiwanaku and the lightning cult of the Andes | 
began to piece together my theory of what was going on with Dave and the pot and 
his lightning troubles. 


So far, Dave hadn’t been killed or even hurt. He had many close calls that I could 
associate with his possession of the pot but it seemed almost as if he were in some 


weird way being attacked by but then protected from lightning strikes. 


In a strange fashion he was the antithesis of Roy Sullivan who was simply attacked 
and repeatedly struck. 
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When I had this figured out it suddenly dawned on me that I should get in touch 
with Dave and warn him about what I had discovered. Or at least surmised. 


After a quick email to him to make sure the pot was safe on his bookshelf 
somewhere in their house, I called Dave and began to explain what I was thinking. 


He was skeptical at first when I gave him my story but then the more he thought 
about it, and Dave and Susan are sincere in their Catholic faith, he began to also see 
the urgency of the situation. 


I jokingly told him not to bequeath that thing to me no matter what happens to him 
in a lightning storm but the joke fell flat. 


Both of us immediately thought we should get the pot back to Bolivia and get it off 
his hands but then the issue of owning a possible relic without having done due 
diligence came up and we puzzled over the right course to take. 


We could not just package it up and ship it back - who would we ship it to? 


How could you possibly explain to an unknown group of archaeologists of the 
Tiwanaku ruins in Bolivia that might take the pot that it was under some kind of 
spirit spell and had power to control lightning over whomever it chose to attach 
itself to? 


And what would happen if it somehow got separated from Dave whom we were now 
convinced it had purposely chosen to attach itself to? 


We needed help in the spiritual realm and there was one easy answer to whom we 
would contact - Father O’Riley. 


Dave set up a SKYPE conference call and I had the chance to see Father O’Riley face 
to face for the first time. He was a sincere man with a kindly face and at the same 
time showed the strength of character that comes from deep trials and 
longsuffering. 


We chatted for a few minutes then Dave and | went through the whole story as we 
knew it. 


Father O’Riley pondered it for a while then came up with the same thought we all 
were mulling over to ourselves - we need to fly this thing back to Bolivia, find where 
it came from and let it attach itself, hopefully, to something down there. 


We weren't sure of the pot’s history and had no firm idea of whether it could be left 
alone without someone being bothered by it. And we didn’t know how to unhook it 
from Dave, either, but we figured that someone down there, most likely in the 
church, might be able to help. 
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We agreed to plan a trip to La Paz and then on to the ruins at Tiwanaku where we 
would find our way when we arrived. 


Chapter 19 


Father O’Riley met Dave and | in Miami and we took the night flight on Bolivia de 
Aviacion to La Paz. It was the cheapest flight we could find that would give us a long 
weekend although we had to spend over 14 hours getting there. 


We landed at 4 o’clock in the afternoon on Friday and staggered out the airport 
terminal to find a suitable ride to Tiwanaku. 


Time had changed everything since Dave and Susan’s visit in 1984 and nothing 
looked familiar to him. 


Father O’Riley and I| had traveled all over the world but this was our first visit to 
Bolivia and we planned to enjoy our brief stay - even though we were there on 
serious business. 


Dave negotiated with a minivan owner parked outside the airport for a ride some 45 
miles west from the city of La Paz towards the border town of Desaguadero near the 
ruins. With his cell phone number we could have him come back to get us when we 
were finished to catch our flights out on Monday. Even with all of the back and forth 
driving it was still a relatively small sum and we had all the flexibility we needed. 


We had no idea what lay in store for us as we got in the minivan and pulled out of 
the airport. 


Father O’Riley had made contact with Father Martinez who was now getting on in 
years but still active in preaching the gospel and ministering to the Indians around 
Tiwanaku. 


His small church was faithfully attended and he was loved by everyone in the 
community. 


We arrived late in the day to the welcome of Father Martinez and were treated to his 
warm hospitality and a fine meal by his housekeeper. 


We were given spare, basic rooms in the parsonage to stay for our visit and all of our 
needs were met with the graciousness you only find in South American Indian 
culture. On each whitewashed wall was the standard crucifix of Christ, watching 
over us. It was comforting to consider. 
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As dinner was finished and the Father’s smoked cigars, we began to discuss the 
mission we were on. 


Father Martinez was well aware of the illicit trade done in relics from the ruins and 
he had seen many pots and pieces of pottery. 


But when Dave unwrapped the pot he had carefully concealed in his luggage, the 
priest drew back and crossed himself. 


Twice. 


He muttered a few phrases under his breath in Spanish that I could not hear then he 
began to explain in English. 


“This piece you have taken is one of the ancient one’s that was used in the human 
sacrifices on the mountains to appease the gods in the Tiwanaku culture. These pots 
are considered fouled by evil spirits amongst the Indians and those who know about 
them will not touch them and certainly would not trade in them. Whoever gave you 
this was very ignorant and very foolish. The Catholic Church has tried to wipe out 
the spiritism associated with these things for centuries but we still come across 
them occasionally. So far they appear to be harmless - we haven’t seen anyone 
affected by one like the case you describe with Dave.” 


I noticed that Father Martinez refused to touch the pot and made every effort not to 
look at it. 


Dave saw the same thing and quickly wrapped it up in the cloth covering he had 
carried it in. 


We discussed what to do with the pot but the consensus of the priests was that it 
could not be left with Father Martinez since it was clearly attached in some sinister 
fashion with Dave and the priest had no idea how to handle the apparent spirit 
involved with it. 


Dave and | left for our rooms and bed but the two priests stayed up late into the 
night talking over the situation. 


The next day the three of us took a tour of the ruins and visited the museums that 
are now on the site. It was a fascinating look into the ancient past of a very unique 
culture and there is still a great deal of excavating and research being done to 
determine what was happening nearly a thousand years ago. 


As we returned to the parsonage we saw Father Martinez talking outside with a tall, 


dignified Indian wearing outdoors gear. Clearly he was part of the climbing 
community in the mountains around the altiplano. 
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As we approached, Dave began to look more closely at the man and as we walked up 
to them he began to smile. 


Father Martinez turned to Dave and saw him smiling and then introduced us to the 
mountain climber. 


His name was Padi. 


Chapter 20 


Paqi was invited to stay for dinner at the parsonage and we all gathered around a 
table that was quickly filled with indigenous dishes and a red wine from Argentina. 


It was not long into the conversation with Father Martinez helping with Paqi’s 
rudimentary English that Dave began to describe a visit he had made to Tiwanaku 
many years ago with his wife, Susan. 

As he talked he saw Pagqi’s expression change from mild to very keen interest in 
what Dave was saying - until it struck him that now he was face to face with the 
gringo he had sold that pot to! 

Paqi began to speak in rapid Spanish and only Father Martinez could keep up with 
him. Even though Dave had lived for four years in Venezuela it had been years ago 
and his language skill was behind the rapid fire conversation going on between the 


two. 


Paqi then stopped and very slowly said to Dave, “Senor Dave, do you by any chance 
still have that pot I sold you so many years ago?” 


Dave then smiled at him with a peculiar expression and replied, 


“Yes, Paqi, I do and I have brought it back here with me. It is in my room and I can 
bring it out and show you.” 


Everyone looked around the table at each other. 
No one smiled. 
Paqi thought for a minute then very slowly said, “Yes - I would like to see it.” 


Dave excused himself from the table and went to his room, picked up the pot still in 
its wrapping and returned to the table. 


He set it down on the cleared table and removed the wrapper... 
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Paqi gasped and fell back in his chair, his face contorting in obvious pain and his 
forehead breaking out into a sweat. 


His breathing became labored and he could not catch a full breath - his eyes began 
to bulge out of their sockets and blood began to stream out of his eyes and nose. 


Dave instantly threw the wrapper over the pot and dashed out of the room. 

Paqi started heaving and thrashing around on his chair and as Dave left his 
breathing began to slow down and the blood stopped dripping from his eyes and 
nose. 


He passed out on the chair and slumped to the floor. 


This all happened about as fast as I can tell it and we rushed to Paqi’s side to pick 
him up and prop him up on his chair. 


Father Martinez wet a cloth and wiped his face carefully and Paqi began to come 
around. 


He was unable to speak for several minutes then he seemed to regain some of his 
composure as he leaned his elbows on the table. 


“Dios ten piedad de mi!” was all Paqi could say and Father Martinez crossed himself 
and repeated it in English, “God have mercy on me!” 

Chapter 21 

The next day, Sunday, we worshipped in the little church. Paqi and his family 
attended and we kept our distance out of courtesy for the prior evening’s crisis. 
Paqi looked weak and exhausted and we were very concerned about staying any 
longer in the area with the pot. 

Dave called the driver with the minivan and by noon our ride showed up and we 
said goodbye to Father Martinez, thanking him effusively for his kind hospitality and 


apologizing for causing trouble in the community. 


He was very gracious with us and we could also detect his relief as we drove away to 
La Paz. 


We spent the night in a cheap hotel and the next day took the return flight to Miami. 


On the way we strategized on our next steps - we had accomplished little, learned a 
few things and hurt Paqi but at least we had confirmed our theory about the pot - it 
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did indeed have supernatural power to wield lightning and could in some way affect 
those who were connected to it if they let it out of their hands. 


Father O’Riley explained that there was no rite of exorcism in the Roman Catholic 
church for inanimate objects so this seemed to be in a category of its own. He would 
begin to explore what the church had to say about this case when he got back to his 
parish. 


We were all secretly anxious on the flight on the way to Miami about lightning 
striking the plane and thankful we weren’t struck. 


Chapter 22 


Father O’Riley studied the ancient documents of the church on his return to New 
Mexico and had several conversations with his Bishop who escalated the case to the 
Cardinal. It was of theological interest to them but personal for Father O’Riley and 
they concluded that one way to address the issue was to investigate church history 
on the topic in the Vatican. 


Father O’Riley had accumulated vacation he could use and he was eager to visit 
Rome and work in the most sacred religious libraries in the Christian world. 


Plans were made and by late July Father O’Riley was uncomfortably seated in row 
37 in the middle seat near the bathroom on an American Airlines Boeing 777 flight 
to Rome. 


His effort to sleep was constantly interrupted by the door slamming and the blue 
water flushing that seemed to go on all night. 


He wondered what it was like to sit up front where the business people travel but 
quickly put it out of mind when he began to consider his envy and his purpose. 


Finding a way to detach Dave from the power of the pot without irreparable harm to 
him was the mission and Father’s singular focus on this trip to Italy. 


He would forego seeing the tourist sites this trip and make it a point to come back 
when he could take a real vacation. And maybe save enough money to sit up front. 
At least he would be savvy enough to get an aisle seat next time. 


Father O’Riley was directed to the Vatican’s expert, Giuseppe Pannigazi, who holds 
the senior position in the Roman Catholic Church regarding evil spirits. Together 
they consulted the Catholic Church's official book of exorcism 'Rito Degli Esorcismi e 
preghiere per circostanze particolari' (Rituals of exorcisms and prayers for specific 
circumstances) but quickly realized they have an unusual case - they don’t exorcise 
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inanimate objects that are affected by spirits and had no experience with effects on 
believers of objects so infested. 


Pannigazi and the Father began to synthesize a rite they believed could effectively 
destroy the power of the pot over Dave but they decided, based on the unique 
circumstances involved, they would need the right venue in order to perform the 
ritual effectively. 


They agreed that in Bolivia the cult of Santiago was involved in the transference of 
the power to the pot and they would have to perform the rite at exactly the right 
time and at the right place and would have to include Santiago in the rite. 


The option of returning to Bolivia and attempting to perform the rite was ruled out 
when they could not figure a way to integrate Santiago in Tiwanaku. 


Then Father O’Riley realized that they had the perfect location in New Mexico, not 
far from his church - in Chimayo - and that the Feast of Santiago on the fourth 
weekend in July is performed each year in their church calendar. 


Pannigazi wrote out the rite and took it to his Cardinal who then escalated the case 
to the Holy See. Father O’Riley and Giuseppe were escorted in to the Pope’s 
presence and asked to present the history of the case and the proposed rite to 
address the situation. 


After careful consideration Father O’Riley returned to his room with a signed and 
sealed papal document authorizing the rite to be performed on the pot. 


The rite included the date, time and place in the church at Chimayo that the rite was 
to be performed and Father O’Riley would take the approval to the parish priest and 
explain it to him as soon as he returned to New Mexico. 

With just enough time to fly back to the States, Dave and I would meet Father 
O’Riley in Albuquerque, rent a car and drive to Chimayo in time for the Feast of 


Santiago. 


We hoped the plan would come together and rid Dave of the pot once and for all. 


Chapter 23 
Father O’Riley held audience with the parish priest, with Dave and I in the small 
building outside the sanctuary. The Feast of Santiago was in full swing in the church 


with many parishioners taking part and enjoying themselves and the atmosphere. 


All day long a storm had been brewing and the clouds were gathering and growing 
darker as the evening wore on. 
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“The ritual has to be performed at the stroke of midnight on the night of the Feast of 
Santiago. The pot has to be held above the altar of the church by me on my knees 
and Dave must be beside me praying”, explained Father O’Riley as we looked on. 


He had the written rite in his hand but did not share it with us - I was not going to 
be present and Dave would listen to Father O’Riley pray it over him with the pot 
held above the altar. 


The parish priest was to be out of the church, only Father O’Riley and Dave would be 
involved. 


The clock struck 11 and I was beginning to get overly tired waiting with them in the 
sanctuary. Father O’Riley and Dave were spending their time in prayer and | spent 
most of my time walking around the sanctuary looking at the artifacts and 
wandering in to the adjacent room with the dirt exposed that the pilgrims would 
visit. 

I had prayed on and off all evening that this would work and my brother would be 
delivered from the spell of the pot. The entire situation was very foreign to my 
Protestant faith and I was learning as I went about an entire part of the Christian 
church I knew very little about. 


A storm that had been brewing now let loose with unusual ferocity over the area. 


It began to rain, with explosions of nearby thunder and lightning crashing all around 
the church compound. 


One of the strikes took out the power lines and the church was dimmed to the light 
of the flickering candles surrounding the altar. 


I decided to leave for the hotel around 1130 as the storm intensified. Storms in the 
high elevations of New Mexico can be wild and this one seemed destined for the 
record books. 


I knew what was going to happen although I wouldn’t be there. 


At the minute before midnight, the priest would raise his hands with the pot over 
the altar and begin the ritual prayer. 


What I did not see but happened in that last minute was beads of sweat break out on 
Father O’Riley and Dave begin to lose consciousness on his knees beside him. 


As the clock struck exactly midnight, Father O’Riley finished the prayer rite and 
called on the Lord to remove the power from the pot. 
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At that exact instance, the pot began to smolder then small cracks appeared around 
the edges and in a blinding flash a lightning bolt crashed through the roof of the 
church and destroyed the pot completely, destroying the altar and instantly killing 
Father O’Riley. 


Dave was blown out the side of the sanctuary into the adjacent small room where 
the sacred dirt is and was there when the emergency rescue team arrived. 


Father O’Riley had given his life to save the life of Dave and in doing so had fulfilled 


the words of the Lord, written by Saint John, one of the Sons of Thunder... 


“Greater love has no one than this, 


that someone lay down his life for his friends.” 


John 15:13 
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Epilogue 

The pot exists. 

The references sighted in the story are real as am I but none of the other characters 
in the story are with the exception of my brother and sister-in-law who did indeed 
live in South America for a number of years and did indeed travel as I have 


described. 


Be careful around lightning. 
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